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Who have left the old harlot's deadly dugs drawn dry,
I lacked the craft to rate this knave of price,
Your smock-faced Gifford, at his worth aright,
Which now comes short of promise.

- Phittipps.                                 '    O, not he ;

Let not your knighthood for a slippery word
So much misdoubt his knaveship ; here from France,
On hint of our suspicion in his ear
Half jestingly recorded, that his hand
Were set against us in one politic track
With his old yoke-fellows in draft and creed,
Betraying not them to us but ourselves to them,
My Gilbert writes me with such heat of hand   -
Such piteous protestation of his faith
So stuffed and swoln with burly-bellied oaths
And God and Chnst confound him if he lie
And Jesus save him as he speaks mere truth,
My gracious godly priestling, that yourself
Must sure be moved to take his truth on trust
Or stand for him approved an atheist

Paulet.                                              Well,

That you find stuff of laughter in such gear
And mirth to make out of the godless mouth.
Of such a twice-turned "villain, for my part
I take Jn token of your certain trust,
And make therewith mine own assurance sure,
To see betimes an end of all such craft
As takes the faith forsworn of loud-tongued liars
And blasphemies of brothel-breathing knaves
To build its hope or break its jest upon;